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An Apactment i in Clifnd Caſtle. 


Enter Benra un and cui D. 5 


9 * . 
5 Y 


ELF 


; 7p ſhe then gone for ever? Oe my Bertram, 
My joys, which yeſterday. were ING; and 


blooming, 


F reſh as the lively 'veidure of the ſpring, 


This morn ſome 2 envious of my ha wy 7 


neſs, 


Has blighted. 3 : , A 3 | 23 | 


BERTRAM: | 
: not fo. 


| While proves health a and Fright rally TY 
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hw; "WR. and erves the 25 

In the laſt dregs of life, when memory fails, 

Still Aattering fancy, like the weſtern ſun, 
Birightens the —_— remains of day-light lfe, 


* Extinguith | hope 


= 
* pe k 
% : 


* 


- >. £ 4 


| CLIF LY 
Bid me =_y mow. —'twas hope alone deſtroy's 


The Fes gy the fears Ifelt, were little pangs. 
Were light, were trivial. when compar'd to 
' i 


ope. 
Hope 2 | thoudeceitful hoſt ! whobut invit'ſt 


The: ſoft credulity of man to taſte _ 
Thy ſpecious banquet, poiſon'ſt all the dainties ; ; 


And when the ſoul is revelling in bliſs, 
Secure and thoughtleſs, cg of — 
Wilt in z moment quit the Mearful gueſt, 


And yield thy empty ſeat to dark deſpair. 
Talk'ft "m_ * me of Hope, thou good old 


| 0 Hope | 0 a !. when Elina is fed 


; 


5 1 , — — 
my i nen. ee 
8 : a 9 KA + 


. Lord Clifford. 
Thy griefs as yet are freſh, all council's hackh ; 3. 
When time has ſtol'n t e greenneſs from thy 


ſorrow, 


Reaſon and patience will effect thy cure. 
Tis ſomewhat ſtrange that Elina, that ſhe 8 


dhe half ſeduc'd e'en me to think her honeſt 
No, tis not ſtrange to thoſe who know the ſex: 


$B Fl (Tic ſens, caprices, noaknſ, affeQation,. 


. 


Who ſeem' d fo good, ſo modeſt and ſo nl | 3 2 5 


: * We. 


- * . 
PP 
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Which, make them feen to loath what moſt 
es * 4 „ 
Yet, on the eye of her * nuptials, 
To leave a gay young lover had it happen'd., 
After 12 ee ten, or twelve months 


bene 
Or e“ en ſor FAY weeks, I ſhould not then— 
©,» CLIFFORD, 7" 2 
Reſtrain thy noun tongue: 
And, by our mutual ſciendſhip, deareſt wo 
thram!  -. 
Spare lovely. Elina thy keen reproaches : __ 
Her, melting form. is far too ſoft and tender 


To bear the churliſh blaſt of thy rough breath. * 


What, has the fnow, 1 ſprinkled oer thy tem- 
1 — 

Congeal'd thy heart, and made it dead to beauty? 

No, ſure z a mind ſuſceprible as thine, 

So warm to friendſhip, once was warm to loye 


BERTRAM. 


Tis ere, indeed, that ase has fonewhat 
Cool'd 
The hey · dey of my blood; "yg in my wk 
The i Oichin took i his aim at me 2 | 


And pierc'd my rugged boſom with bis ſhaft; 


But time, refleQtion, pleaſure, wine, and war, 


And Laura's falſchood, free d me from nis don - 85 
8 


dage. 
And Ire you : ;—Let me be your phyſician : 
You'll find my regimen. not too auſtere, _. 
With wine and waſſel crown your feſtive n 
With misth and muſic ſhake your caſtle walls; 
Spur. the proud 9 0 er TE RE hills, 
Wen 
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And chaſe this dull ſt znation in yout b 

But O, beware the 275 in little N 

Where love a ſlender, doubt ful empire holds, 

Variety has prov'd an antidote : 

But in a noble ſoul like yours, lar Clifford, 

Where ſentiments combines with fond defire, 

Each diviation from the path of virtue 
May, for an inſtant, gratify the paſſions ; - 

Vet dire remorſe, with all her ſcorpion ſtings, 

Will laſh the heart to madneſs.— 


CLIFFORD, 


Fear me not. 


Thiak'it thou while Elina reigns here, I ever | 
Could be inconſtant to her, even in thought * | 


| BERTRAM, 
"When did you ſee her ? 


— 


_- 


CLIFFORD.” £2” 


Not four days are paſt, 
di uce the falſe fair one coy | yown' ſhelov'd me. 
15 tuch a colour ran thro? all her veins, 2 
when Aurora tips the mountain's top 
And bluſhes day to an admiring world. 
This very moment ſhould have made me hapf py— 
Laft right, as if the tyrant had delay'd 
My tortures, but to render them the fiercer, 
She left her caſtle. | 


4 . Ne. Ne BERTRAM; | | 5 
| How x was ſhe alone? Saks 
1 CLIFFORD. 


* 
tek Her confidante, her favourite Beatrice. 


; | She 


_— 


* — ; x 
a; , 2 „ * 
£ * - . 1 
. ; N 12 


. 
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She, whom I thought devoted to my ſervice, 
Who, when, I woo'd her 9 ungrateful miſ- 
treſs, 
Feign'd ſuch 2 tender intereſt in my paſſion, * 
DiſpelPd my fears, and fed my heart with hope; 


1 


Who, next lina, and thee, my Bertram, 
I thought my trueſt friend, —She, only ſhe, 
Was privy to her flight. - 


415 BERTRAM. fa. 
It cannot be. | | 
That one ſo WT bred, without ſome Jover— 


/ exrvrony. 


Oh Benram, Bertram thou haſt-touch'd the 
| rin 
Which quite — > my ſoul. Another youth, 
Leſs faithful, but more fortunate than 1, 
Has in a moment ſnatch'd the glorious prize - 
Which I ſo long was lab'ring to obtain. 
Oh ! leave me, Dena, I beſeech thee leave 


me, 
Let me in ſolitude indulge, wy | ſorrows — 
Oh Elina! BIS. dk [Exif Bertram. 


Alk-Ciirronp, 15. 2s 


qua] 10 all the Gods i 1 
Who's favour'd by, one ſmile from thee; TRY 
That accerit ſweet, that tender: © ot "2: 
Would vanquiſh death and calm deſpair. 
Ahl now l feel the ſubtle flame, 3 
Which ſhoots like! lightning thro'my frame, 
And blaſted by the heavenly firey = Ai 
Without one eee ligh expire. 
e * py Exit. 
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Ar Orchard. 41 e 
Gan ai fervered wor La 


* * u 1 TE 3 


Oh dear ! 1. dear 16. ſhall 3 
Poor Gam with ſorrow is ſo dry; 
Oh ! how I'd weep if every tear 
Wou'd turn from water into bear. 

| Oh dear, dear, dear 


Oh I was once ſo blythe and merry, 
1 friſk'd and jump'd like uncork'd Perr 
l'm now grown languid, dull, and dumb, 
I've no more liquor left, but—Mum. 


During ths Song BenTRAM enters. 
GAM. | 


May I never taſte brandy | again if it ben't Sir 
Bertram. Servant your honour, - bleſs your 
noble worſhip ;- terrible dry weather, your ho- 
nour; no moiſture, no, no, no. O dear, dear, 
dear, parch'd to a cinder. Heaven ſend us a 
 Þttle wet; bad ſeaſon for the hops. 


BERTRAM. 


Boy, 1 the wine into the orchard bere ; ; 
fee it be cool, 


Ob! : fare; why don't t your honour 0 0 : 


ö 


* 
2 
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Oh ! I'm terribly fd down ſince I ſeed your 


honour laſt, no body left your worſhip.— Sure 
your honour muſt remember poor, honeſt, ſober 

Gam. Ae en e gd 
a 1+ BERTRAM. 4425, iy 
oh maſter Gam, why. thou art chang'd in- 
deed, my honeſt fellow ;' what makes thee thus 
i ip ſoberpeld, you dtunkegRnare you 7, 


1 


6 — \ i * 4 
G - 13 "T3: 
AM. 


Ah ! there it is now ! what does I get by be- 
ing ſober? nothing but reproaches for my drun- 
kenneſs. Why when I'm ſober in a moraing, 
your honour, my wife comes with her bitters.— 
Oh ! your worſhip, O dear, I have ſcarce one 
dram of comfort left! Oh Sir Bertram, I'm 
quite an alter'd man; your honour don't know 


how I loaths, hates, and deteſts a drunkard. — 


But the wine, your honour, the wine! 


BERTRAM. 


Egad well thought of——Step in and hurry 


them. [Exit Gam.] I will indulge this fellow 


in his humour; it may perhaps divert the me- 


lancholy which preys upon my mind. 
(Re-enter Gam with the Wine. ) 
04. 
Oh mercy,—O Jud! your honour ! 
BERTRAM, | a 


_ What's the matter with the fool ? Put down 
the wine. an,, 


o. 


- 
22 
* 
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Ob yur dig ſuch a e 5 
ene dear, a. ſad change, à ſad ch age! 
there's the butler's cheeks running down with 
water: I. never ſee'd the like afore. None of 
the ſerving men will eat or drink; they muſt. be 
very "fad, very „ indeed. Dear, your 7 555 
ſhip, pray vo is 'the matter? LAT ſay ay poor 
lord Cl ford quite broken hearted { what is 
the matter with him, your honour ? © 


BERTRAM. 


Ph. 1 Pres *tknow, Gam ; "there, drink; drink — 
Why man, he has loſt his wile : 1 don't TROW 
Drink, Gam, * 0 Me 


” " . 2 * 1 © | 
— * 4 *, „ 4 1 1291 4 LF 


' 2 Au. Lan le e wr; 

"Ha! bal ba ! ha! hat t e 202 ig 

„ 

Zounds, what do you Jaugh at ? h 
GAM.,, 


Oh, dear your honour, don't be wages: 4 

can't help laughing, to think that a man ſhould. 

be ſorrowful for the loſs of his wife. Oh ! 

Sue! Sue ! I ha? never laugh'd till now, ſince 

my friends clap'd me on the ſhoulder, and 2221 
me I was a happy man. | 


7 . BERTRAM, 8 


— 


Ha! ba! ha! What made you marry her! 


SAM. 


| Oh, your honour, thete is no reſiſting, as our 
1 | chaplain 
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chaplai n us'd to ſay; to predeſtination. When 
lord Auberville turn'd; or rather kick'd me out 
of his ſervice, I hadn't fo much as a drop of 
drink to my throat, —Sue, for certain, was nei- 
ther young, nor handſome, nor rich; but ſhe 
kept an ale-houſe, your honour, nt. 
S „ bi) Pros 288 e "Ib; 

| \/ - BERTRAM. "FPS 

Ha ! ha! ha! . 
en 1 

Here's your honour's good health. But what 

undid me, your worſhip, was a caſk-of ſtrong 
beer upon tap, which ſhe promis'd to ſettle upon 
me. Oh, lud! lud! before the end of the ho- 
ney - moon my fortune was all drunk out, and 
ſhe reſerv'd the key of the ale - cellar in her own 


bands. 
1 BERTRAM, 
That was confounded hard, Gam. 


Ahl wan't it, your honour. ?, The poor li- 
quor took it ſo to heart, that all died in a month. 
I did my duty by it: I bury'd all I could, Well, 
your worſhip, 1 determined to aſk lady Elina to 
pray the old lord to take again into his ſervice ; 
but he died ſuddenly; went off in an apoplexy. 
— Pop, your honour, for all the world like the 
drawing of a cork. [BT Lt 
© BERTRAM. 
That was a pity ; for lady Elina was always 


her father's favourite. I've heard, the Earl ne- 
ver. lov'd his other children. 


GAM. 


10 THE KENTISH BARONS. 


ble-cloth, 


* » # | * 7 42 2 Wu: 
* | ; Get 


He neter cou'd - abide. lord William, becau 
he lov'd muſie, and dancing, and poetry, a 
drank nothing but water, Which, d old 5 

us d to ſay, wasn't fit for a man. ell, your 

„be went into France with the Prince, 


where died; wich dhe Black Prince, 92 00 ha- 


nour, who firſt brought claret into England, 
Heavens bleſs him l but old maſter doated 
upon lord Reginald, who was ſtolen at three 
years old, and han't been heard of ſince. He 
was as like the earl as two drops of ſherries. I 
never ſaw him ſo crabbed as he was for half a 


year. Lud a mercy, your honour, he was as ſour 


as ſmall beer after a r is 
your Oy 8 y”= health. . 


BBRTRAM. 1 . 


| | Thank you, Gam: but have there never been A 
8 any tidings of lord ani | 


— GAM. 


Never from that time; though Sue, who was 
his nurſe, ſays ſhe ſhould know him among a 
thouſand. He had a large mark on his left arm, 
for all the world like a ftain of oy” wine of a tas 


Entar a Fre | 

| "SERVANT. 

Sir, my lord entreats your preſence, 5 | 100 
BERTRAM, ' 


Pu attend him inſtantly 
4a fellow, ewa a fellas 
raiment, 


Kad * 
r you, to buy 


THE KEN TISH BARONS; 1 
Ge t home' ts your ſeolding wiſe and dead liquor. 
: eee I 1 e 8 
In: 3% Jr be Gigi Tf * 4 

Aid. . : bo” 14171 4 | 

| Aye, if my wife was as Joi a as my. rk be! 
he ! he . Go home ! what, with money in my 
pocket! No, no, Sir Bertram, — Buy raiment, 

a faith! No, no. Back and ſides F fo bare, go 
. Jingings 


3 


SCENE. FO <IR 5% 
Ho Apartment i in Mortimer-Coftle. 


Enter Mok TIN R 


How diſappointment loves to plague the heart 
Of that poor ideot man ! who vainly thinks 
His reaſon given to direct and guide him. 

Ihe happy brutes, who follow inſtinct's laws, 
Enjoy the bleſſings of the preſent hour; 
Their daily taſk perform'd, they lay them down, 
And never dream that the approaching morn 
Shall wake them to new labours. Man alone 
Looks through a flattering and deceitful glaſs, | 
And vainly ſtrives toview futurity : 

Nature has wiſely hid it from his ſight; _ 

But purblind Reaſon, curious and inquiſitive, 
Juſt ſees enough to dazzle and RAI him. 


Oſbert 
| Enter OsBRRr. 
ts . "OSBERT. © 
u Lord! n 
© © MORTIMER, © - > 


wen, you dae * this 48 imperious Fir | 
: one, | 


12 THE KENTISH BARONS, 
This Phechix of her ſex, whoſe poliſh'd form - 
Contains a heart of flint,—Clifford alone, 
The gay young ftripling Clifford; he it ſeems, 
Hath found the art to draw forth all its fire. 
To me tis cold and hard. The haughty maid, 
Stubborn and obſtinate, remains unmowv- d 
N by prayers or Wg ee ink 
4 .. Fe Oſbert 1 


So OSBERT, 
Might ] preſume, my lord 
| MORTIMER» | 
Well \doy, what then ? 5 
OsBERT. wi 23 


It were to uſe no force. 
Her mind, though mild, is reſolute ; ad fare, 
Should you ſucceed by any means but love, 
Slow and unwilling, ſhe'd be dragg'd a victim, 
| Not led a e to your couch. 


1 | 
| | MORTIMER. 


| 5 Enough: 
Place her but there, a victim, or FOE iN 
Think you that love, that filly deity, 
Can bind my ſteady nature? Oſbert, no. 
A brighter, grander paſſion now inflames me: 
One which takes root in noble minds alone; 
The ſoft and common  foil'of vulgar ſouls 
Could never rear it: tis a great revenge. 
W hat ! thou turn'ſt pale, and trembleſt at its 
name; 


And well thou may'ſt, boy. n.. tedious 
years "I 
| 10 
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It has laid dormant, ſmothered in my hom; 
But nowit Wakes a win blazes, nor ſhall fink | 
. Till ary foes have perifh & in its ana 


DE '* bs 3.2 ? 1x 1 +41 mats . 


«dough yh. 19 e A main! 


| Ist en Lan oy have ever + wrong 


you 
| WoBTIM ER. 


All ter 3 have N 8 
The race of Auberuille and Mortimer, at f 
E'er ſince the Norman tyrants! conqu' ring ums 
Reduc'd to flavery this war like iſſe, 
Have borne each other fierce and deadly bate. 
Near thirty years are paſt, ſince the late Earl, 
The father of this proud diſdainful Elina, 
Made overtures of peace. We then were both 
In life's gay ſpring, and budding into manhood. 
Qur ages, paſſions, pleaſures, were the ſame : 
Our enmity wore off, and ardent friendſhip 
Succeeded to our Jr: hoſtilities. 
But ſcarce twelve moons were waſted, when the 

fates, ' 

Which doom'd our F ever to be foes, 


Kindled in both our breaſts a hercer diſcord, 
A more inveterate malice. 


OSBERT. 
Wbt new fury. 
What foe to peace and concord could diſſolve 
A * which ſeem'd ſo fim? 
vin I vi MORTIMER, 
What fury think we Fe. 


SY 
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What fury but a woman, could effet 
| So deep re | * was woman, Obert. 
Tre Alicia, thou ſhalt find me juſt. 
The diſappointment which thou mad 'ſt me feel 
Shall fall with tenfald vengeance on thy daugh- 
ter. 1 75 8 "BE 
My heart, yet unfubdu'd by love or beauty, 
Became her captive ; ſhe diſdain'd my offers, 
And in a little month ſhe gave her hand © 
To Auberville. Oh, hell is in the thought ! 
To him, my ancient foe l ſtung to the quick, 
And grown too deſperate for a cool revenge, 
Ichalleng'd him to meet me in the liſte. 
Within two days of our intended duel, | 
The king forbad the combat, and confin'd me 
Cloſe pris' ner, Oſbert, in theſe caſtle-walls, 
For nine Jong winters. © 
But, to cut ſhort my tale, Alicia's death 
_Atlength releasd mee 


7 : 3 


.- 1 "OSBERT. 


Oh! my lord! my lord! 
And does your anger ſill ſurvive ?_ 

4 1 © MORTIMER. 

I OT 135 
With well-diſſembled tears I met my foe, 
Deceiv'd the eaſy fool by feign'd contrition, 

And aſk'd forgiveneſs for my former fault. 
His heart, then ſoften'd by a recent loſs, _ 
Took, {gg melting wax, whate'er impre(- 
; non | if 
I choſe to ſtamp upon it. He believ'd me 
As true a friend as I imagin'd bim 
Por: ot When 


N 


ben Err lan ano. 18 
When is. alluring ſomm and ſpecious words = 

Baſcly ſeduc'd the falſe Alicia from Mes... 

Oh, hoppy, Auberville, thy ſorrow's paſt ;— 

While f am doom'd to drag a a. painful - 

And groan beneath this anxious load of 5 


Thou, my ſucceſs ful rival, ſleep'ſt ge 
e . gie, 0 


"7" ODER. hs 5 +; - 
Oh! [ pry 8 2 85 
Vour anger, and youf griefs. Oh good, my 
ord! | 
Where love a ceaſe, envy and idee. 
May- re 


Nan 22898 4 
af "oxtinER. 


; No, ever; Olvert, never: 
Never, while Elina remains; no never. 
While chere“s one branch of that accurſed tree 
Alive and flouriſhing, my. reſtleſs ſpirit h 
Shall, like a mildew, kill the whoteſome blol- 
ſom, 
Why chink'ſt thou, Obbert, that brought ber 
hitbher? 
Think'ſt thou 'twas only to enjoy her perſon ? 
That were 25 Der revenge: No, 1 had rather 
bla 5 7 
The fame of that deteſted houſe; than ke 
Venus array'd in all the fancy'd beauties 
With which the poets deck the fickle goddeſs, 
Kind, warm, and yielding to my ardent boſom. 
Tis fifteen years—where dc does my paſſion drive 
me! 
Nos let me keep that ſeeret bury'd here. 3 
| ef 


on * — 
. 
* 
1 
. . 


77 
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Yet fear not; boy, ſhe illeſcape' we. * 
What, ehink” ft thou, that no threats can tet 
No ſoft perſuaſion bend her to my "wiſh 27 
"on muſt be ee then.. . 555 


10 Dan 98 - #4 i earty ** d Gran IG > 
n 4 * gion. 
"RC aſTur'd, "my lord: 


No threats can ſhake, no eloquence can move, 
No art can undermine her We e 


0. {1 MORTIMER. , bi wm ae 
en hither, boy... 27 byv* 
e know the likes 1 Love obſerv'd: | 
That ſhe eſteems thee far above thy fellows; 
Nor do blame her for it, Mark me well 6. 
Behold this phial ; it contains a liquid 
Which. ſoon as ſwWallowed, numbs the faculties, 
And ſeals the. ſenſes! in oblivious feed. 
Within Ns two. au, doſt ot mark. me 
well? . ey 


1 a 
211 14 1 % a > EY * 


infuſe it in ler drink — een t 
15 I OSBERT-. | 

Oh! pauſe a moment 1. 
For en s ay 8500 Sir, un Þ. * a 
pr 3 SUUCSIESA T0900 THI. * $6.6 | 


MORTIMER, | 2 5 va, 
LCF ID T6 1 


#2 bd 48 


n fave Fr | 
Wat doſt thou ſay? uy do what I d 0 
What art thou mad? . ny another 
Vord e 


e e 
On ſpare me, Kare me. ty 


TR . . 
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Oh, Sir, relent, take pity on yourſelf. 

þ When from this dreadful ada) ſhe awakes, - 21 

Think ow ber frantic ſhriek 254 pak yours | 
| TE 

Oh, heavens | Fiends of hell, 

At ſuch a ſight would melt in tears, 

7 or, get their pangs, and) Join pitying her' 9.— 


Pn oh, 
Quick, within there, hoa-! 

This moment is thy laſt. 

; OSBERT.. 


Oh! mercy !* mercy ! % 
Give me the curſed phial ; et me "I — | 
I will not do it. Stay a moment, ſtay. 
Muſt 1 nay you ?. 


MORTIMER. 


Dar'ſt thou heſitate ? 

Within theſe two hours, flave obey my orders, 
And to the utmoſt point; or, by my ſoul, 

The. ling'ring rack ſhall tear thee limb frem 


limb. .- 
Within theſe two hours, Ofdert,——Dol thou 
mark mef _ _ t. 
OSBERT, ? 


Oh] ye ſoft ſpirits, who reſide above, 
And look with pity down-on man's calamities, 
Protect and guard me. Ahl what fault of 


O * Wat 


mine, 


is THE KENTISH BARONS. . 
What critne have I committed, that m fortune 
Should urge me on to ſuch a deed as this? 
What can I do ? O ſhameful ! ſhameful Na- 


+ (re, © g 7 | . 

| Why wilt thou lead for life, for guilty life, 

Which proves a burthen to the wretch that 

5, ears tet Saber 

Yet who can, in the morning of his days, 

Look without trembling on the night of death: 

Je powers, who take delight in innocence, 
Direct me in the path I'm forc'd to tread ; 

. Preſerve my life, and ſave my youth from guilt ! 

* | 9 25 f FS, Exit. 


Ss CEN E 1% 


An 4 partment in Mertimer- Caſtle. 
Enter ELINA and BrArkicz. 
Song— ELINA. 


Alas alas I my faitbful friend, | 
My forrows, but with life can end. 
Oh | Clifford } I would not complain, 
Did I alone fee] all che pain. 


i 


Full well I know, thougen'rous youth 
Thy honovr, conſtancy, and truth; 

My mind's from baſe ſuſpicion free, 

V. hile thine is rack'd with jealouſy, 


* 


e ELINA. 95 
Oh, © Clifford f would that I were 
©" Bal 13 . 
. Deep 


oy” 
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Deep in the ſilent af that grief, my love | 
Though bitter to thee, time at length might leſ- 
| \ , ſen, * "x bt , 2 . 

But, Oh! the thought, the ſad heart- breaking 

17 thought, j 5 3 * 

Of Elina's, of my deceiving thee, 


May force thee to a deed ſo dark and horrible, 
That nature ſhudders at the bare ſuggeſtion. 


BEATRICE,  - 


Why will you raiſe. imaginary terrors, | 
Why weaken your ſad mind, too much depreſs'd 
With phantoms as delufive as they're dreadful ? 
There Kill is comfort left—all pitying heaven 
Has ſent a friend, I dare be ſworn, a true one, 
In faithful Oſbert. ; 


ELINA. 


Gentle youth, alas | 

I feel for him ; he teems to bear a mind 

Above the meanneſs of his low condition. 

And had not grief, and thy dear image, Clifford, 

Effac'd all leſſer objects from my memory, 

I cou'd recal ſome features I once lov'd 

W hich _ reſembled his. It moves my won- 

er, | 

That one fo mild and affable ſhould pleaſe 

So harſh a maſter, k 


BEATRICE. 
There is a faſcinating charm in gentleneſs 


That wins the love of all men.—1 have heard, 
The hungry lion will caſt of his nature, ; 


And 


1 


And lick an infant's feet. The virgia's,tear _ 

Would melt the heart of any brute, but Morti- 
REDS? | # co RR | | 22 

And even be, cou'd you deſcend to ſooth him 
And feign a kind compliance with his withes,— 

W | 

We eign a compliance it; R 

No, Beatrice; my abject fortune never, 
Never ſhall fink me in my own eſteem. 


Enter OsBERT. 


. 5 | | | 
: nt, WR ' -OSBERT... 


"Time wears apace, and every paſſing minute, 
Drives me the nearer to the precipice, 
,  Whence I muſt leap, and plunge in fin for ever. 
My breaft, which hitherto has been ſerene, 
Calm, and unruffled, as the ſummer ſea, 
Now heaves diſtracted with a murderer's thought. 


BEATRICE. 


How fares it Oſbert? 
I fear you are not well. 


OSBERT. . 


Well, very well. 3 
Oh torture! tortute | torture ! Oh, I cannot, 
I dare not look upon her) Oh ] one glance 
From her bright eyes will penetrate my boſom, 
And find the treachery which lies lurking there. 
Madam, my lady Elina— — N 
ig RE "> eee 
What ſay'ſt thou? 


— I 


— 


Thy 


r e ISE WARONS: 


Thy tangue depies ithotbge a faint Jew, 

Stands on th brow ; "convulſions ſhake ty | 
limbs? r 5 fy 2288 c 9189 15 

What is it Gſbeft, Ja ring > in wol. FI 

Some HptrRifart y =" ze IO 


04 Neid mor Gand © roma 812489 von bak 
"oY 29 1971 6 © Wen Sit yn 1 340 12b IA. 1 


deren adele. 1 17 8 M wink 


HEL E - 


wie Gb oo REIN As | 
", SPMTE ROME | | 
 Diſcoverd Whit Fenn * 
I'm —.—.— your you tte botom, 
Should- bdour e trends 
Covery. © A 
Do not ſigh fo piteoully. 
His looks ſtrikes terror to * On! bn | 
I fear this faithful friend-—ſhould he prove aer. 
We are indeed undone. -I cannot beat it.— 
Oh my head turns —a ſudden horror chills me. 
an tis the hand Wan. 


"IF Sich * "mot 
18 n <7 -O$BERT. (hide) wn boy +14 


Be 52172 240 7 1 
No, naw. is the time. Mae, 


” 21 2 #1 


Madam, hom can I ſay it I've liquid: 


£3421 + 
Of oberen * Offers the Pbial. 8 
THIN 
5 55 ELINA. Bok 
Ter & 9% 71297 15 10. $410 0 4 
I take thy cordial : —— wal e Fe <7 


From any other hand, Tanight difruſt: + - DNN 


But thee, good I dot g 
By, ᷣ icio 2289985 I. 30. Vat zen.“ E74 
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— 


k > o \- 
Uh: 13 GE 2 . O! g 


| e Wo J 4 este digs, 2 3ogt Ty 
* 0 + ud * $% 5 x Hy. {3.5 as“ 
give me back the fatal remedy. ag 


_ Your noble confidence bas ſav'd.my ſoul 101 
And thee; 2 O heaven, d 
om t 


And chou, my guardian angel, his hour, 
Let me devote my life my all to ſerve Jeu. 


I Enter res Wiltian,' Warren, and 
Servants. | 


© MORTIMER. *} 3%; £420 

Caring nn vo tt 
3 tires: nf 
ee. haſt dar'g.co diſubey 1 1 2a td 


OSBERT, ..' 


'Domibt frown, Sir $140 i} 2s a 
For I have ſervid oſs nobly ; 5. panes mes! 


How's this, you Villain! 

Dare you to bakndy words with me; ; what means 
This creſt erect, this h+uy hty bold depbrement ? 
Is this the wretch who, ft deb hours 
Crepe at ny feet; and: how's. aloud für p 4 


} on 89 Y +  SFSD1 { [IE No i # 


1 will confeſs, 7 before I knew 
T-he honeſt pride, the dignity of virtue, 
My coward heart ſnrunłk at the thought of death . 
But for a thouſand, thouſand years of liie 
1˙d not have done that deed, which Providence 4 | 
«E120 80 
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Te KY du. * 
80 bappily'p reven ted. Now, my lord, © 2 
* 3 1 e e d from 55 

91% c 4s | 1310 22 ©) 
\% n F9e Oe TIES wth Werk TY 


DU MS anti. . 
Bring forth the rack. ene e 


6112 
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Oh, Sir, behold me proſtrate at your feet :— 
Me, whom jour threits could never yet diſmay. ; 
I'd fora to kneel thus humbly for myſelf | < 


If ever gentle pity e your: _ » 27 
O n * by 8 | - ys TROY 
In 963 / 

| MORTIMER. ES 


— 


You lady, now the means to | ave 
Do you be legen and e him. kts: 


— 


| 2 EIN A. * 8 7 | 
Ob! | Nan, : 
My ks my burſting bart (ter me, my I 
er f 
I ſwear within theſe three days, if no help, 


No ea aid, ſhould free me, to be m. ey 


MORTIMER, | 


Releaſe the ſlave.— 
Strip off the gaudy treppings he now bears, 
And, in a habit ſordid as his mind, 
FRE forth the wretch 1 een ee ths 
your word. :  [ Exit. 


N * OSBERT, * 
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65 e A ou "FT fo ard, lag r Low. £ | 
Oh it were muck far that I were d 
Tune that 1 wen deli veret· - ep 


Dee JoU 


Olbert, Oſbert, un $2.1 
A word in private can it be contriv'd ? . 


* 
% 2 


ene 
— 2 „ 1% e end 

My fellow ſervants. we have liv'd eber 
Like kene any Hroghega=rlet me then entreat 
By Wo 

Before we part for ever, but to grant me 

One ſmall requeſt. 


KiKa 
"WILLIAM. | 
What wou'd'you, Ofbert? © 
— os BERT. 


William, I beſeech thee, 
Leave me one moment with thi is lady. 


U 
1 * I. 


1 


N 


Ah! c Pauſes.) 
Tis at the utmoſt 421 of my life = 
But ſtill I can't refuſe you: yet, remember 
Your conference muſt be ſhort. 
1 n William ad Walter. | 
6 e OT TITY 
_— to —_ dpon my darken'd tout. - 
| Hie 
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Hie thee, good Oſhert, with thy utmoſt ſpeed, 
To Clifford Caſtle; it lies weſt from-hence 


Some half day's journey; tell my faithful love 
The fate of his poor miſtreſs; bid him haſte 
(But he'll] not want bidding) to her reſcue, | 
Fhif purſe will furniſh thee with means; fare- 


| wel, a 

My 1 Oſbert | 
ODER. % 

Noble, noble lady l. | 


[ feel myſelf ſo honour'd in your ſervice, 


I cannot ſpeak ! Accept theſe ben tears.— 
Adieu! and doudt not of fucte 


#' | Event general 
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.Gam's 1 
ben entirs 11 Gam, wha is lying on a bed. 
SIT | SUSAN. ids 


M, RCY ! Mercy what a hog-ſtye |1—— 
Where's Gam ? What. a bed til] ! Why Gam! | 


Gam! Gam! 
| GAM. (waking. 
Who's there? What Sue, my dear? you 
needn't make a noiſe ; I'm broad awake; you'll 


not diſturb me. [ ſnoars, 
: Suk. 


This is too much: But he ſhan't deep, I'm 
determin'd, If he gives me no pleaſure, III give 
him no reſt. Why drunkard, villain, fot !— 


Gam |! Gam ! Gam! 1 ſay, - 
GAM. = 


133 


1 e you before, my charmer. O 
dear, dear; now if o knew how much plea- 
| ſure. 


THE KENTISH BARONS. 3 


ſure this. gives me—that's a good wench; why, 
be ! he! he! he! 7 as much noiſe as 
the devil in the \ wine cellar. 


ax. #7 zun. Ne. 
Do you laugh at me, you rog . devil, and 


wine cellar indeed Ah Gam ! Gam ! your 
head is e rpaning in the wine cellar. _ 


| GAN. (Balf afterp. 7: 
You lie, you lie, it's the wine cellar that' 8 
always Oey in my head. 


ne Jobs (weeping. 1. 
; Was there ever faithful, conſtant young wo- | 
man thus uſed ; O you baſe man ; ; what did you 
marry me for 7 


GAM, (half aſleep.) 
| Tabs ſtrong beer upon tap. 
sus. 
:""O villain villain | Ts it out then 7 
SAM. | 


Heighs | O dear 7 5 it bas been out 
this eleven years. 

Gam! you vile Gan! wil youtear bs 7 | 
SGAM. 


| Hear 6 why I've heard nothing elle fince yy 
_ we've been married. On you go, always in the 


lame tone, ae rattle, ins, ding, for all the 
x world 


„ THEKENTINO BAKONS. 
vor like bes: * the bottom of a ee 


Don! t talk to we, don't talk to lr you per⸗ 

2 wretch, of your rattles and your ſhots.— 

ou terrify me out of my ſenſes: a poor weak 

Woman a Woman my tuation— 

4 ITE ne 

| * l. (farting.) elt y 

Hey, ! what's that ? Arg $ that ? what fitu- 
aioon 


* ' 


. 


* 
* 
. 


% 4 * 
_ " — 
sbr. : Wa Rar is 


— N * 7 . i % 


Hem | iq Vol } why married tc 60 an idle, drunken 
infamous - I W. 480 
| CAM. 
ola Ars lud! O lud! is that all ? Lhe 


- SUE» 


Is that all F aye, and enough too, Ybu tiger 

- You wolf—You butcher, you, you, you'll 

| bras 307 f N will—you will—you will, 
cf N * tamps and roars * 


oN. f 
lle! he the } that's good faith Thy ſpirie! 
Lud a mercy—l verily: believe thou haſt more 
than the old tierce of brandy at the Benedictine. 
Convent bard by. C 
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5 Fu mock me; am 1 become your laugh- 
ing: ſtock? Ver ru bear it no Are with my 
A 


A ——— 
. * 


F 1 GAM. | 


—_— — - 
—— ——᷑ ꝓ-—7ͤ2— -— — 
— — — 
* - — 


"Paws off, Sue !—Paws off, —Offer to ſcratch—. 


and may I never get drunk again, if I don't 
„ .. 
5 1 8 
O Game}, Gamel | is this uſage for me who 
refuſed ſo many noble offers for you- who: gave 
you my heart, beaſt when I was in my prime. 


Don't lie, Sue, don't lie. You know it was 
ou ſecond vintage. Old Humphrey, your late 


+þ # 


uſband, might, for what I know, have you neat 


as imported; but 2 were adulterated when you 
came to me: adulterated with the damnable 
ſpirit of contradiction. | f | 
„ N 
Adulterated indeed ! by the- maſs I defy thee. \ 
Thou ſhalt ſtand in the church in a white ſheet 


for this ; this is downright reformation, you 


* 


villain. 

| Tg CAM. 
In a white ſheet ! with all my heart, I ha'nt 
been in a white ſheet theſe fix munths ; and as 
for reformation, damn me I never had a thoughe 
of it. Wounds, Sue, the wine 1 drank laft 
night— Ves, wine you wench——has made me 
_ confounded thicſty. Do now, my love —domy 
deareſt, pretty, young, little, dainty Sue, do now 

one cup, one cup of ale. Sir Bertram gave me 
©" a 5 a dollar 


Tz - 
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a dollar, and I've brought all home to you my 
d EL ROE. 35 
ee ene en. f 1. 
al ab good Gam, dear Gam, where is it? You 
ſhall have the ale directly; where is it? 
| SAN. (friking bis head.) 
Where js it! why here to be ſure, where the 
devil Mou'd it be s 
x OT * 3 n N I 1 N 
Oh you drunkard, you drunkard, you vile 
abominable man! not a drop, not a drop. 


48 


j—2?2ꝛ1memc— p ᷑ — 
— — — 


n nes F GAM. . 
25 Don't be ina paſſion, Sue; conſider your youth, 
my love; indeed, for one of your tender years, 


{ 

0 

1 

| 
| 

L U 


3 the care of the ale-cellar is too weighty, too la- 
bodorious a charge z it's fitter for a perſon advanc- 
dia life, one who's experienc'd in them matters 
i —One who is grown mellow (hiccups) by age. 
109 <4 135 _ 1 AS 
0 To . * 
j 1 No, no, I'll keep my fortune in my. own 
i hands; I'm no ſuch chicken neither. | 
\" Well then be moy'd, be moy'd, my dear old 
oY | : Mz SUE. Fig 
| | Old hen! old hen! indeed? 
ol Why the devil's in you, Sue; can nothing 


| pleaſe you? why you'll neither. be old nor 
yourg : wilt you be middle-aged then? 
* e SUE. 


* 
1 
* 


* 
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* eee * sR. M. 22 bw 
| Middl-aged, Me. Gael ! 5 
GAM, 3 ? 


Lud! Lud! if you an't more obligate than 
Peter Botchaway, the cobler, who'd neither 
drink ſtrong beer, nor mix'd beer, nor ſmall 


beer. -(Knzeling to her.) One cup; HEAP of 
_ ale, it ſhall be the laſt, Sue. 1 Wh 


SONG. Au. 


Twelve years ago I went'to woo, - 
The comfort of my life my Sue; 
I then was twenty-eight, and you, 
My pretty chick—were forty- two. 
Forty-two. 
| | Forty-tWw-w·ũ0õw 
My pretty chick—were twenty-two. 


Runs time as glibly as of yore, 
You muſt be verging on three-ſcore 3 
But women now grow old no more, 

And Suſan blooms at fifty-four ; 

And Suſan blooms at thirty-four, fiſty- 
__ "four; 


And Suſan bloomp.oe t thirty-four, | 
 8UE, CH * Y o 
'Oh Gam j you wheedliog rogue, you | 


OSBERT+, ( without.) 


Halloa] within there |. be quick, be quick ; 


what do you mean, lth: hots to keep me, in Ny 
1 rain all Gay . f | | 


e 
-Merey en ue, who's that? Oh Sue Sue. 1 
3 „ 


* 
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wiſh it mayn't be the peace officer come with a 
warrant againſt us for the hare ! Oh, Sue ! 
you'll be whipp'd, Sue; and I ſhall be— 


SUE. N 
N ever mind that. 


my bene J 


wan l d haioa { 
1 | 25. inſtantlig 1 ſay ; III break the door 
Own. 


| 2 GAM. 
nl 5 5 It muſt be an officer by his manners 3 Lud | 
g Lud! what is to be done; where ſhall we hide 


| = us! Can't we creep into the empty caſk there ? 


| LY 
if I . SUE. 
E Aye aye 3 Oh fackins, there is only room for 
n | 
"alk GA. 8 
_- Give me the key of the ale cellar Fu hide in 
1 the butt below. 
| sx. 
10s fan, ies fall ; you'll be drownwd. 2527 
Gan. 


© Quick, quick, ive me the key, I warrant 
ou PI] drink myſelf into my depth—In * 
1 io, m. 
O3BERT. 
Tu del De Jonger. Kreul open the dior.) 
what ate” Jou dead 7 Len f 


cam (bowing very low,) © 2 


Ne pleaſe your * * drunk neither. 6 
®. | * Ny 


j 


* 
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* 6 1 28 
©  oOBERT. 


eiche my good, fellow, bring i me a chair - 
—I'm worn a moſt to death. © 


l. (to Se,, 


1 don? t believe he is an officer, he i is ſo FP eC. 
candy; Yu be civil though. YE 


p * —— | 
PF. & 4 — = * Y 


# SUE._ .. : f 
* Pleaſe your worſhip, I hope your pa PE will 
take compaſſion. upon us; though we are poor, 
we are honeſt ; we have many enemies, your 
worſhip : my huſband, an pleaſe your revetenee, >. 
is a ſober, hard-working man; and Ta quiet, la- 
borious woman, your honour. Hopes for the 
matter of the hare, which he chanc'd to pick up * 
in the nige road, as your honour is an olliger— 


OSBERT. 
Ha ha diſmiſs your fears, I'm no officer 5 
0 * N SUE. + 22 15 > Toy 5 


Not an officer! hom dare you then break 
down poor people's doors in this here manner? 
et out you impudent, vile; good for-nothing- 


vagabond, 
0 Oſbert turns to ber.) 


d ( ſereams. 7 
1 Aer lt is \—Itis—Itis! 88 


95 CAM. 
Is it ? Ot Sue! Sue 1— leaſe our wor- 
n n 4 af N 
| - SUE, 


A ghoſt IA ghoſt lA bel |-—Iti, "3" I 
take my bible by ©, it is my old maſter. 
F #: | SAM. 


* 
a 
19 1 q * 4 $1 . 1. 
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W Ax. 
* on us Hit is as like bim as ever ĩt can 
ſtare : allt on his knees. ) Bleſs your lordſhip. 
Lud a mercy, I am ſo glad to ſee your lordſhip ! 
= Your lordſhip. never look'd o well in Fg born 
| days, as ſi ace your death, "ns 
= OSBERT. | 
= I your maſter ! you fools I'm little better 
| . yourſelves; was born ſome dozen miles 
ION and never was here nen * 


Oh! don't de Ws our Jordſhip. . | 1 am 
ure you are the young 15 Reginald, who was 
ſtolen — l'm confident it is he. © my child ! ! wy 
dear child ; 
[Throws her arms about his neek and kiſſes him. 


OSBERT. 


- Woman ſtand off.— N o more, or you ſhall 
{mart for this impertinence. _ 


. "SUE, (wee g 
My lord! my lord ! {wer me one queſtion 


do my dear, dear lord—Does'nt FRY lordibip 
bear upon your arm— 


GAM. 
A mark, your lordthip, a large red mark on 
'your lordſhip? s left arm. 


osBER T. (farting. J 


Gracious ra | is't poſſible 
Eꝰer ſince my birth,*l ve borne upon FADED 

A mark, and ſuch a one as he deſcribes. - - 
Come hither both of you : ſee RE 4 


sR. (almo/t fainting.) 
On ! *tis the ſame, * eis the fame; I'll ho my 


— — - — —— 
— —ñů—ũV x — 


= — 
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. 
| 
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corn oath on't; before any * of "the 
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peas in ene . | N 
GAN | | 
On tis the 3 > Pris: che-fame | ! Hake 3 
huzza ! I'll ſwear to it, tho? I never ſaw it in 
my liſe. My young lord is found again: Oh! 
ſuch rejoicings, ſuch bonfires, ſuch illuminati- 
ons, ſuch roaſted oxen, ſuch hogſheads of ale ! 
I' never be ſober Ae in * 1 Huzza | 
FH hs 45 4 | Wc 
* PX Genen T. | „ 
I nen caflrain/this wild exceſs of joy. 
You; ſeem te now 4 of my birth; 
Wales it. f ; 
GAM. and sus. 


Nia Jews Jews my Lord. 
72 SUE. 


Hold your peace, that clack of. your's will be 
eternally, running. Sure I muſt know the moſt 
of the matter; 15 who ſuckled his lordſhip. — 


Well then, my Lord, abgut fifteen years ago 


can 't for the Life of me re collect the = — 


 GAM. 
It was on the third of January, my Jord's birth- 
day; be was three years old that. very. day. My 


lord, your old father, my late matter, lord Au- 


berville, as- was 
8 OSBERT 1 


Lord Aubervill [. good n progeed.! 
proceed! 


1k SAM. | 
My lord as I was a ſayin 2, my or . d 
ville gave E * dinner that ay. oy all never 
| forget 
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forget; its we were all. in our beſt. liyeries. i 


5 en 31/00: 
Damn ou liveries—I'm on the rackn man. 
e. Ade.) e 
N odd maſter Wir 
ii . 
. Gam, what ſignifies the mens, 
* 5 GAM. 1 


Why, yes, it does ſignify ; my lord, * FER 
muſt be wet, and your throat muſt be dry. — 
Run, vue, and make a fire in the kitchen. Sure, 
my lord, you muſt be tired. —If your lordſhip 
will deſcend ſo far as to walk into the kitchen, 

cver a Cup of ale, PII tell you the whole tote of 
the matter in as_ conciſe and circumſtantial a 
manner as poffible. 
= OSBERT. | 
Well; be it fo,” 18 
Tm much fatig d, and nk for ſome refreſh- 
— ment. en | 
Come, [nas come quickly. 
[ Eueeum Gam ani Sue aulit | 


1 SCENE I... 
An Apartment it Mortimer can. : 


Sw MorTIMER and WILLIAM, | 
MORTIMER. | 


Well, did he whine and wail, and beat his 
'breaft 7 ? | 
| Nurs'd here in caſe, and bred. in kawry,. 


| | 1 wrt find the pangs of er deva, | 

+ | Too 
i2 4 

' : 


* 


— 


. * 
4 Bok > 


” 
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Too flig he a puniſhment for. ſlaves and le, ; 


Who Hite preſume to think and diſobey 
The en of their maſter. 


e WILLIAM» FO En oo 
1 never ! e | 
Beheld in ſuch a youth ſo dus a crit Fr 
He preſs'd me by the hand, and ſmiling, ſaid, 
Fare wel, good William, With my er 1 fol- 
Jow'd him, 
And ſaw him bound, fleet as the mountain roe, 
Over the hill, which to the weſtward lies 
Some hundred rope | . 


| MORTIMER, 3 * 5 N 15 81 
Abl what did he ſmile? 


| Smile, ſay you ? Did he ſmile? I like not tac,” 
He has 3 Elina. I have remark'd, 


Inſtead of wee ping for her favourite's abſence, | 
A ſullen kind of triumph ſeems to ſit 


Upon her brow, which menaces ſome evil. 9 
We 4 ts Obſerve me, William, tel 9 


Tell me, — as your life will anſwer ie; 


Did the baſe'traitr,'e'er be left the caſtle, 
See Elina alone ? - 


WILLIAM, (frightened. J.; 
My lord, my lord.— EOS 

- MORTIMER. | | 
'You ſeem ſurpris'd. P11 take anoth r AL 


tat. 

Nay, fear not, William ; tho L did not a 
That he ſhou'd not ſee her, yet I'm not fo crue}, 
ho to. en * good fellow; did he ſee her ? 


"OO" WW WILDAM, 25 
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=5 my lor, he did not. e 


5 MOR TIN. 


Art fg ihe William ?-Come, come, tel the © 
e FRA 75 32 


- For ſhame, man, do not lie; Lam not angry. : 55 


Vamnation ] do you mutter? Speak the 295 
Or I will- Speak the truth, my honeſt Wilen. 


WILLIAM © # 


MI lord, he did not ſee her. 1 1 a * h 8 
enn ͤ 
All's ſafe, I hope then :—yet I do not like 


— 


That ſmile of Oſbert's. Why did he eſcape me? 


Wou'd I had made him ſure when in my power. 


If ever loft compaſſion, or that weakneſs. Fi 


Call'd pity, touch'd my heart, it was that boy, 
That Oſbert, that ungrateful timid Oſbert, 
Found out the frailty. I'm almoſt au- md 
To own, e'en to myſelf, how much I lov'd him. 
No more of that. Within theſe three days. Elina 


Has promiſed, ſhould no N aid Wire, 


1 


To wed me. 

No hated brief {ball ; Join our bands ebe 

Whoſe hearts cou'd never pair. Yet I'll deceive- 
her 


With afcign'd marriage: good. it ſhall be ſo : 
The lixe- long night 11] revel in her beauties, 


And in the morning tell her ſhe's undone. | 
Hal har 7 why vo Kkhave, you grow ſo 


80 indelent; ſo fond of caſe and pleaſure, 


Sure nature. form'd thee, fellow, for a friar. 2 


WILLIAM. 


4 u glad co fe your lordſhip es 


. | | : 
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I was a churchman once, Sit. | J Gn | 
” Mok. 
on pn Era William? . 
Thou ſhalt be ſo again Nh la 8 
Go in, Moſt Reverend Father, count thy 15 
And mumble o 5 thy. Fr [Exit William. 
Merry Merry . 
O thou poor ſellow, little doſt thou know 
What paſſes bete. How wretched is the man 
Who Wenge upon deceit © 4 en fraud and ar- 
es | 
May for a while ſupport the tottering fabric, IJ 
Tho it ſeem fair and beauteous to the eye, * 
Vet all is grief and wretchedneſs within; 
And tho* by nature bold, he feels a horror, 
| * of ſomething . he ſtrives in van 
0 baniſh from bis miud ; f that ſpoils the har- 


* 


„ mony, : FRY 
f And mars the heavenly wile of the ſoul. 


We Enter ELIx A and Brarkicz. e 


n " MORTIMER. 
Ob what a pleaſure would your: preſence. 
give me, | 
5 Dia ſportive ſmiles.adorn that bearanty face. 
Oh! do not weep : I cannot, cannot bear it. 
| pony Mortimer, art thou the cauſe.? 


"Farbear,” my lord, N and do not add 
Inſult and mockery to the injuries 
Which you've already done me. Can you aſk, 
If you're 2 cauſe ? 'My lord, Jou know roo 
Youare alone the cauſe of all my week! 
MORTIMER. 


oy 
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' MOR TIMER, 


- Oh, do not be unjuſt : 1'm but the agent 4 ; 
Love is the mighty cauſe. Ion my weakneſs ; 
Nor ſhould you blame a fault, fair Elin, 
| Which love has forc'd me to commit. 
ELINA. 
For ſhame ! | 
Do not profane its ſacred name, my lot”: 85 
O do not call a wild licentious paſſion, | 
A baſe, a brutal inclination, Love. 
Love ſoftens nature, elevates the mi 
Creates a feeling in the hardeſt breaft. 


MORTIMER. 


What breaft more hard than mine, till gentle 
love 
And your all powerful charms ſubdu'dmy heart. 
My rigid temper ne'er relax'd till now— 
Till now I never 5 
ELINA. 


Dot thou then relent ? 
Q heaven be prais'd ! Yes, I forgive my Mor- 
timer: 
Forgive and pity thee. 
| MORTIMER. 
Ob *tis too much. 
And do you pity me? Why then delay 
Our marriage, for ſo long 9 
| ELINA, - 
1 What mean you?? 
| | . | MORTIMER» 


Do not revoke your pity, *twere ankind. 
Te * 


-% 


” 


INA. 
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> 'ELINAs | 
Baſe rm, no. f 


My word is pledg'd, tis true, but not ro-night. 
I fea r no force ſhall-drag me. 


| ' MORTIMER. 1 

Do not frown. N ih | 
Kill me not with your. anger. Well, my angel, | 
I will conſent then to poſtpone my bliſs : 
But don't forget your promiſe ; two days hence, 
My Elina, my goddeſs, will be mine. | 
1 ſee you pity me; I'll leave your lady: 
Indulge the generous feeling of your ſoul, . 
F arewel, my Elina! ; "Txt. | 


-  ELINA, 

Ks cou'd never form ſo harſh a "Pk 
So barbarous and inhuman, whoſe delight, 
Whoſe only pleaſure centers in the pain 43 
He can inflict on others.—Sure, cer this 
Good Oſbert is arrived, —Yes, Er | 
San! will fondly hope. 


BEATRI CE. | 


'Your hopes, e'er night 
Has thrown her duſky mantle o'er yon hill 
Shall all be chang'd to certainties. 


ELINA. 2 
| Oh Beatrice! 
1 N. G=ExIxA. | 
Ay, why ! Ah, why, ye heavenly pow'rs 
Why in my life's more early, "ak N 


Strew'd ye my eaſy. path with flowers, 
To make more ſharp this thorny way! 


8 Vet fill, will Iinvoke thy aid, . 
- _ &cilLlittto you. my fervent prayer. 
E 
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. How wond'rous ſtrange this myſtery of my birth. 
Where is this Gam ? — She — Elina my 2 


ſometimes 
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Take pity on a helpleſs maid, | af 


And turn her footſteps from deſpair. + 
. | [Exeunt, 
en 
Outſde of Clifford Cas. 
Enter OsRR Tr. | 

' OSBERT, 


Where is this loitering fellow ? Holloa, 


* 


W hom I fo lately— Heavens, how I tremble, 
Tothink upon the danger I've eſcap'd f + 
: Enter GAM. ; 1 f e 
Oh! are you there ?—You've been a pretty 
| guide. 1 we © 
| GAA. 8 
Yes, your lordſhip, yes. To be ſure, for the 
firſt quarter of a mile, the path winds like a 
cork-ſcrew ; but when you are once in the road, 
it is as ſtraight as the neck of a bottle. 
| | OSBERT, 7 
What you've been tippling in ſome ale-houſe 
Py now, 1 5 4 
GAM. A | i 
 Tippling ! I never tipples, as folks ſay. I 
Heinke as much as does me good. I 
do not go for to deny it; but I ſcorns to tipple. 


Ale-houſe, your honourable Lordſhip, it was 
no ale-houſe: it was a houſe where you goes, 
and pets your liquor, and pays your money.— 

No, upon my ſoul, it was A 


OSBERT. 
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os RR. 
Have « care; you have been talking, —_ 
GAM: i 

Who! I talk l no, my lord, 1 never — b 
No, no; b fackins, I have been too long uſed to 
drink, to be leaky in my cups; beſides, dye 
ſee, my lord, I claps this pipe into niy mouth, 
d'ye ſee, by way of a ſpigot, for fear any thing 
fhou'd run out. | 

* OSBERT. OY: 


ee! enough — Well, are we near the 


GAM. 
The, caſtle} the caſtle ! the my Okt ho! 
bo Lord bleſs you, no, we hs * miles 
m it. 


| OSBERT, - —© 
What do you mean? Why, but. juſt now, 
you ſaid we were not twenty paces. DR OR 
1 GAM. 80 


Did 121. was drunk then, 8 
Caſtle = | | 
; OSBERT. 


Auberville-Caſtle ; Foun, No, give me pa- 


tience 


No, Clifford-Caſtle.— 
GAM. 
On, lud! Ind! lud! why it's bard by; 


\ 


may be there in the drinking of a dram. 1 


mercy, how main paſſionate you great people be. 

—Paſſion, as our chaplain,us'd to 1. is for al! 

the world alike 3 
* osBERT. | 

| Never mind the OI Is that the houſe ? 

oa. 


N 9 


2 7 _— 
e 1 F = oy 
— 
* 
x — 1 
- 


the, SL = 


1 
% 
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al.. | 

Oh1 15 my dd 1 my old maſter! he 1 never e 

abide the chaplain. © Let's ſee, let's ſee; yes, 

yes, yes, that's the houſe, ſure enough. —I dont 

ſee the ſmoke coming out of the kitchen chim- 

e. what makes the trees . n js 
. by ny dance like—  _ Tanita 

_ = OSBERT. e 
| Plhaw—is this the door ? 


Au. 
Why, to be ſure it is: why, you muſt de 
tipſey. Don't you know a door when you ſee 
it? He! he! he 


- OSBERT. {( Seizing him by the PR pl 7 | 5 N 


Curſe on you, booby! Gam ! take care, 


take care; I'm not in a mood to trifle, Gam.— | 


Get home this moment, or I'll— 
GAM. 


My old lord No, no, no, that's not bie 1 * 


old lord. He always ſtruck as hard as he cou d 


firſt, and threaten'd afterwards, —Damme, de- | 


lieve he is but a bye- blow. 


osBERT. 3 
What ſhall I do with him? © [ Aſide. 
Go to the ene, Gam; do, my good Gam, 


GAM. | 


My Jord rn go to the ale-houſe;; orVilgo 


any where, but honie. Oh lord! lord! | it goes 

ſo againſt my Romach, X24 on NN 20 the' 
' ale-houle. | | Lite: 
| ok T. 


Re Oh, I could weep from gw and vexation. 
$77 AST TT LI OOTY mtr ha; 1 | 
* * . 1 | | W f 


- 


45 . 


= 
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Will no one hear? Plienter, tho? die fort. 

I will ! Bas + 1 
4% — Ktn very hard at th der 

"ONT: hier BERTRAM. 
| BERTRAM. 
Why, what's all this ? | 

You will come in ! why, who are re you ? Hey, 


| firrah ! 

Why, what means all this noiſe ? your haugh- 

ty words N 
Agree: not with your habit, Who are you ? 


 OSBERT, 

One, Sir, not uſed to ſuch rough behaviour. 
Delay notime now z. every moment's precious. 
1 beg you let me enter. 

BERTRAM. (Aſide.) 
By che Rood, a pretty boy | it grives me to 
refuſe him, - N - 
Lord Clifford can't be ſeen, let that n. 
osBRRr. 

Hear me ! hear me | 

I bring him tidings will rejoice his 12. 


BERTRAM. 
Wbat are your tidings ? 


OSBERT, 


Sir, my injunctions are to ſpeak with him 3 
1 cannot tru another. 


\ BERTRAM. | 
Cannot truſt me 
Well keep thy ſecret to thyſelf. Good morrow. 
1 into tho * 
OSBERT, 


Oh! Ray and hear me. 


| 8 
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1 
„ 
en A 
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Why e come bete, wherefore mond 1 ; 
utter 7 

Such baſe indignities? I pray you think © 7 

Why I ſhould wiſh to ſee 2 aro Sir? 


know him not, I've nought to aſk from him. 
. Oh ! if you are his friend, | 


on let 9 in, in truth you'll not repent it. Ny | 


- BERTRAM. 3 
The boy ſpeaks well | | 
Where-can he come from ? Stay, athought be- | 4H] 
curs. ! | 


Come you not from a woman? Ha ! you bluſh, 
| Cues come, I know you do.—.. ©: ; 


| ©" OSBERT. 0 
laber deny it. "I 5 
r 
| You can't deny it; well then, what's her name? 
Wer osBERT. 


«© The queſtion's ſomewhat blunt. 
He who's entruſted. with a-lady's ſecret, 
Should keep a padlock fix'd upon his lips, 
And throw away the key. We HRS! time — 
1 pray conduct me. | 


_ BERTRAM: _. _. 
Bi Who! what ! I conduct you? 
Boy ! do you take me for a ſerving man, 7 

A facquey, one who runs on meffages ? * 
1 am a ſoldier, boy; a rough old ſoldier; 
Avery teſty, touchy, crabbed fellow. 
2 Can Yau ſent that ? 150 . 
6 ; : * OSBERT. c babble 
_ He were prone indeed 
1 Te 0 , and fond gene, 


. 
8 


* 


Whe 


Who wou'd bien a'faQtſo.clear and gepr. 


BERTRAM. 5 5 7 0 v4 
Hal hat ba! FF. Ah be 13 
Give me * hand, my boy; I like your frank, 

neſs : © 
Give me your hand, —Well, you ſhall fee lord 
lifford. ©” 
But prithee tell me now,” who ſent thee hither ? h 
Was it the rich old wido w Margaret, | 
Or dame Elizabeth, her wanton couſin ? 
Then there's one Elina, a flaunting 1 
Ane, —— 
Aer va OSBERT. F 

Hold - | 
Tis falſe as hell; her 5 ingenuous face 
Is but che index of her puter m md. 

10u ſay'ſt not well, M 7 


BERTRAM. 1 


\ 


LI am glad to hear it: n : 
Let me ; +44; wh thee, rogue. Com'ſt thou from 
her 
I ſee thou qoſt, and with Todd DN Hs ij 
_ the then ſafe and honeit ? 


' OSBERT.. „ , 
Vas; Sir) yes „ 
Conduct me inan. —1 K your pardon. 
BERTRAM. | 


Contu8 you! ? by my holy dame, I will AM 
I'm in good humour now but you young fellows 
Woaſte ſuch a curfed deal of time in talking 5— 
You run from one extreme into the other; - #4338 
You're either ſharp, and four as a crab, 

Or ſweet and luſcious as a We plumb ; 14 


Lou 


Io p % 
— 


2 = 
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Talg laugh, and ſwear, and kiſs and. 
And then are friends again, and always ae 


You 5658 85 directly to the te N 
And loſe the hour for action in debate; 


nr 
= 
q - 


1 And then Jour re ſoconfus'd—What was ſaying? 
| © O8BERT.. 
= -Obn never heed it now, come, good lin, come 
4 © 2 BERTRAM. 


| Thou art a pretty boy, but too W 
While you are prating here, the time 88 n 
= Come let us in ; what, wou'd "ou talk wn ay? 
For ame, let's in, I ſay. 


OSBERT. . | 7 
Thank heaven, at laſt! 0 00 ee. 
er 
* Cam t Heufe.. (a7 Aa BY 
\__ Enter Sue. | 


, SUE» 
Why Gans a main long time a-coming from 
| the caſtle, He promis'd, fo he did, to return di- 
rely ; but he never keeps his word, Heigho ! 
- well, now my lord is come back, [dope he'll 
do ſome what for me and my poor babes; If I 
sam made a lady, I'll be parted from Gam, and 
WW look out for a mild, quiet, ſober huſband, of a 
i temper and diſpoſition like my own. Ok! 
Gam | Gam ! Gam ! 1 could dear your * 
but, ſo I cou d. eee 
—_* 95 "IN Enter oa. f 6 Ger en, 
F 1 
Hip! bip ! balbe Sue } | my comfort, my 
Fu. N 
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plague, my vexation, my darling, my torment ; 
pack up, pack up, don't forget the ale, Sue. 
Ob I ſhall die, Sue; I ſhall die. Have you got 


a drop of nothing good in the houſe ? I ſhall die, 
: I ſhall die. | | 8 . 


SUE. 
Ah ! you always ſays ſo: you do.it on purpoſe ta 
plague and diſappoint me, How are you, you 
- villain, how do youdo? Loud as poſſible.) 
R | 
4 Very ill, I thank you, Sue, I hope you are the 


ſame with all my ſoul. Pack up, Sue, pack up, 
we are to travel, | | 


1 SUE, E 5M 
Travel! > 


. GAM. 
Aye | why, don't all your great folks travel ? we 
are to have a horſe, Sue, you ſhall ride before : 


you ſhall hold the reigns, egad, you are us'd to 
that, and I'll ride like a bottle at your back; you 
muſt not look behind you, Sue, now we are in 
the road to fortune, you muſt look forward ! Oh 
lud lud! lud! How Ewill feague the ale! 
uw (Ale. 
| SUE, 0 1 
Is not this all a lie now, firrah ? 
4%, n „SAN. | 
True, Sue; true, as two pints make a quart, 
'You-wun't like it, Sue: for you muſt not talk. 
| F sk. | * 
Not talk; but I will talk that's what I will, 
- . 
Why fo faid I—ſays J, Sue will talk. 
As... F 1 | SUR 


Os 
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FR HIT SUE. 8 = 
Did you? why then you ſaid a lie, for I won't 
talk, I'll not be forc'd to talk, nothing ſhall make 
me talk, I won't, I won't : but Gam, Gam, how 
did you hear all this? 
S, 0 | | G Au. ; 
Why Sue, if you wou'd but-talk, I'd tell you ; 
but while you are ſilent, I can't get in a word. 


2 '—Why from the butler, who was order'd to 


keep it a ſecret, ſo as ſoon as he know'd it, he 
runs down to the alehouſe, and taps the Whole of 
the matter, Come Sue, let's go. | 


_ SUE. 
I won't go. | 
22 SAM; 7: © 
Won't you, my dear, dear Sue! 
. © [Runs and hifſes her. 
. SUE, | \ 


Yes, but I will go, and you-ſhan't hinder me, 

II go by myſelf. + 

8 : Feen 
Yes ; for you ſhan't go with me. 

5 SUE, 

But I will not go alone. You ſhan't go without 

me. . Wb 


pets ARI. 

Will you? Why then take my arm when you 

can catch it. Vou are well made for running. 

Hoes | 1 [ Exeunt, running. 
SCENE V. An Apartment in Clifford Caſile, 
Enter CLierorD, OsBERT,” and BERTRAM. 

MN 4 Os BERT. 8 | 
Talk not to me of gratitude, my Lord.— 

It grieves me much to interrupt your tranſports ; 

| £2508 Taink ©. 


- 
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| Tun where ſhe 3 is, and ſcarce a day remains. 


| BERTRAM. 


Well, we muſt ſet forward 
Some half hour hence ; z all is prepar'd, my Lord, 
Except our plan : the laſt thing which you boys \ 
E'er think of. 

CLIFFORD, 


Shall we by force attack the tyrant's caſtle, 
And drag him from his den ? 


OSBERT. 


Oh lay 645 all thoughts of force, my Lord: 
The Caſtle's ſtrong, the Baron's brave and wei: — 
lant. 
If we ſucceed, yet ſtill the helpleſs Elina 
Remains the victim of his, brutal paſſion, 
It ſure were beſt by art to gain admittance, 
I know each path, and by-way to the"caftl-. 
Do you, Sir , place our little * . 
In a deep glen due eaſt; myſelf will lead them 
ITbhro' the thick covert of a lofty Woo 
| Whoſe foliage will conceal them from the ſight 
Of any paſſengers. We, my good Lord, 
Muſt think of ſome diſguiſe, 
BERTRAM. 
Diſguiſe L hate it. 
CLIFFORD, 
Bertram, be advis'd. | 
Let the wretch-bluſh that puts it on for malice : 
But he who wears it in a cauſe like ours, 
To puniſh villany and reſcue virtue, 
When he caſts off his cloud, awo, like the fun | 
e radiant from his late obſeurity. 


os BERT. 
We ſhall arrive ar the NEL eve 


* 
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Of his projected marriage; all his ſervants 

Will be preparing for the feſtival. 

I he Baron, tho' his heart is fierce and arrogant, A 
Has yet a ſoul for harmony; when paſſion Y 

Would, like a whirlwind, tear his frantic boſom, 

Gft Have I ſooth'd bim to a ſullen calm, 


By touching of my lute ; he'd fit hours, ; | \ 
And heave ſuch ſighs; nay, down his ll 
[ - © cheek 
A filent tear wou'd ſteal againſt his, will; wn 
1 Which he'd daſh from him with a 5 air, f 


And curſe his weakneſs ; then he'd ſink in thought, 
And meditate new miſthiefs, even in muſic. 
Let us like minſtrels, at the cloſe of day, 
Approach the outward gate, and eee. x 


CL1FFORD, | 
'Tis well. conceiv'd : what think you, Ber rttam ? 


cm—_— 


BERTRAM. 
Sir, | E 
Jo fay the honeſt cruth, 1 like it, not. 
Make me a minſtrel | tie a hurdy- -gurdy 
Abeut my, neck I But to ſerve you 
Ju ill conſent for once to play the fool. 
Beſides, my boys, 'tis pofhble this frolick 
May end in broken heads: on fecond thoughts, 
1 don” t ſo much diſlike it. 
CLIFFORD. 


Come, let's away! my foul is all on fire H. 
BERTRAM. 93 
Sir, by your leave, tho” I am little * + 
1 well remember that the ancient 2 
Beſore they went to battle, fortified 
T heir ſtomachs with rich food, and g d old wine, 
I have prepar'd a bowl—boy, bring i it in. 


2 nter BOY LI tw] of * wine. 


= 


Ho, 
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Ho, there | where are theſe ae what, no f 
one ſtir ! | | 


Are none afoot to ſhew their zeal, and ſervice, 
to their good lord at his departure * a 


, V ASSALS. 
| | What! 
You! re come at laſt, e fwell your ruſty 
throats, 
And, while 2 quaff ſucceſs to this ſame enter- | 
riſe, . 
Rouſe ap our ſpirits with a mellow ſtrain, 
And join us in our chorus. Sing, and luſtily 8 


QUINTETTO any CHORUS. 


* Tis love that now my boſom fires, 

*T'is wine which now the ſoul inſpires, 
Friendſhip and gratitude ſhall prove 
At leaſt a match for wine and love: 

Then let us hail the league divine, 

Of love, of friendſhip,” 5 of wine 


Fortune dur virtuous ſchemes ſhall dle, | 
"T were cowardly to doubt ſucceſs z 
Where friendſhip leads, . 
Where wine inſpires, 
| And ardent love the boſom fires, 
Then let us hail the Jeague divine 
Of ws of e and of wine. 


rn py der IL, 
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S LN I. An 4partment in Mortimer Caftle. 


Enter MokriukR. 
4. MORTIMER, 


" 2 N A | 
1 Tuo days are paſt, the third declines 
1 ö apace : 
] now am near the ſummit of my wiſhes, 
' My ſou] will ſoon be glutted with the luxury 
It has ſo long been thirſting for, Revenge. 
But yet I am not happy: why baſe Nature, 
Why did'ſt thou fix ſo deeply in my breaſt 
The bitter root of envy ? from thee, ſpring 
Pride; falſehood; hatred; all the nexious weeds 
Which choak and over-run the idle ſoil : 
Where pity, love, and truth, are thinly ſcatter'd. 
But wherefore Nature, wherefore blame I thee ? 
Oh F had I liſten'd to thy gentle voice, 
Had I not ſtiff'd allahy infant ſtrugglinge, 
I ne'er had felt the pangs 1 now endure. 
Eut I've perverted thee, have chang'd thy courſe, 
Poiſon'd the genial fprings which feed the heart, 
And turn'd thy wholefome waters into gall. 


Enter ELIN A and BEATRICE» 
To come thus unſolicited, my angel, - 
Is kind indeed. Oh ! may my future life—— 
| ul Hin 4 * * 
he diſcerent from the paſt,:/Tuly wiſh it. 


— 


4 
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Nay; for your ſake L wiſſ it: Why, my Lord, 


Why will you force mè to this hated — WI 


I frankly own that I can never love you. © 
Morin. 


Love me, or love me not, you muſt be mine: 
You now are in my power: you may ſubdue me, 
And bind me to your will; but oh! beware, 

| he ate raſh maid, how. you excite my anger. 


EIN A. 


Full well, my ra I know your cruel uber! 5 


The unrelenting fierceneſs of your nature. 
Vet, Mortimer, I (wear, by heaven I ſwear, 
I'd rather meet your anger than your love, ; 


MoRTIMER. 
Well, Madam, I'll be cool. n you 
i: Ladys 
Why will you, \ ſince you know my mind's infir- 
mity, 


Inſtead of quenching, by a mild demeanor, 
The vivid ſpark that burns within my breaſt, 
Why will you' blow it to a flame, whoſe fury 
Once kindled may conſume us both? O think, 


Since you muſt wed me, Madam; it were better 


To wed me as your ſlave than as your tyrant. 


ELINA. 
I ſhould de ſp ſe you equally as either. 


Bluſh and remember how you brought me bither. | 


When LI receiv'd you as a favour'd gueſt, 


My caſtle gates, which wou'd have mock'd your 


fury, 
Were 3 as J vainly, vainly, thought, 
To a dea friend; one, who profeſs'd himſelf 
My father's friend, a friend to all our houſe. 
In the dead dar of 9 the fitteſt ſeaſon 


8 
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" 


To perpetrate a deed ſo dark and villainous ; 
When all but fends and guilty ſpirits ſeek 


RF The bleſling of repoſe ; this mighty Mortimer, 


This proud imperious Baron, deign'd to bribe 
u hinds and vaſſals, to betray their miſtreſs. ; 


 MoRTIMER. 


Rail on, rail on; in love and war, dear Lady, 
All ſtratagems are honeſt, he's no ſoldier 
Who ou force herd art can more avail him. 


Crirrono Sings (without). 
Then vaulted on his milk-white ſteed, 


The thrice renowned Palamade. 


-*& ELINA. 0 
Oh, Beatrice, tis he ! tis Clifford's voice. 
BEATRICE. 
he not ſo earneſt, Madam. 


CLIFFORD (without ), 


* 


Fitzoſborne's lance he burſt in twain, _ 
_ Which had the proud Fitzallan ſlain. 
Mok TIuER. 


Madam, this muſick ſeems to give you pleaſure: 
Hint but your wiſhes, mall they play the wane 
We fit at table ? 
ENA. 
Give them inſtant entrance. 
Monrimen, | 
Ha! I'm rejoic'd - 
To find within this Cate“ bent walls, 
wien 
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There 8 ſomething can beguile you of 2 2 grief. 


* 


7 Willi. BLN 25 5 % 1 
WILLIAM. 1 | 


Pleaſe you, Sie, three miniſtrels, 
Worn wiih fatigue and toil, entreat e ee 


MoRkrI uE. 1 
Prepare the banquet, William: let chem e enter. 


Euter CLiFForD, BERTRAM, | and. Oenzar, 


n diſguiſed as Min AHreli. 
MokrIMER. 
Give 'em a bow! of wine: ye ſeem fatigu 2 2 
CLIFFORD. s. > 
wy Lord, we © mis deg far. 
A Ein. 1 | 3 "= 
It is his voice, it is, it is my Clifford ! | [ofide.] Þ 
3 MortrinER. F | 


Sing me a love forg ; Ee? | 5 6 ; 'F 
And let be impaſſion d, ſuch a one 43 
As E befit a ſprightly bridegroom. "i 
..{- 1, Cr1FFoRD. 
If I could find a female voice 
MoRTTIMER. | 
N . 
r Ctirroxp | 
His ſove l] can't endure it—I ſhall burſt— ( 


BERTRAM. 


For ſhame; for ſhame, my Lord; «11 7 ern 
- Controul this palin. [afede.]: 4 


- MORTIMER, 


TY $ 5 
- 


_ 
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r MoRT1MER. - 

Well fellow ! * 
JJC en. 
Tis, my Lord, a ſimple ditty, 
Which ſpeaks the language of a heart in love: 

It was compos'd long fince ; a Nobleman - | 
Wood a fair maiden, whoſe fond heart he won: 


Hut her ftern parent never wou'd conſent : 
4 The love-ſick youth, funk into deep deſpair; | 
At length he rous'd him; in a mean attire. Þ - 
. He ſought the Caſtle, where the beauteous Emma 
Was held a captive. W | 
1 1 EIIxA⸗ 
Sing, miniſtrel, fing ! 


Dr: ClizrForD ard ELINA. 
| „ OL renD. ©. 
= Sap, lovely Emma, do your eyes 
— Diſcover me through this diſguiſe; 
NY Or does my voice inform your ear, 
Your love, your fond deliverer's near f 
R ELIN a. — 5 
Ves, gallant youth, I know thee well; 
But tell, my love, O prithee tell, 
How from this Caſtle I may fly, 
With Edward live, with Edward die | 
75 . | 4 Bora. ; 
The hopes which ſwell my anxious breaft, 
In accęnts true, though taint ſuggeſt, 
That from this Caſtle I may fly, | 
With Emma live, with Emma die. 
„ SOON THAT. -* | 
Break off the ſong I fa . 
Ws R 18 Pis 


4 | * 4 
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'Tis late, tis late, retire my Elina. ; 
Ys [ Exeunt Mortimer, Beatrice, and Elina, 


WiLLIAM, = 


Wel, my good Maſters, ſhall we drink a round? 
No-—why to bed then—that way lies your 


chamber. 
& 3}; 8 Tread Clifford and Bertram. "4 
faith I'm tir'd, and muſt refreſh awhile. - P4 
When 1 4 8 good cheer I'm little prone to 
eeping. 
mk ſtay'ſt — boy ? well, fit thee down and 
welcome. 
1 OsBERT. 
William, I fay. 7 5 
| WILLIAM. 
n Ha . 
OsgERRT. 
William, do you know me ? 
WILLIAM. | 
Oh, I am undone, ' I am ruin'd ; ſhould the 
Baron— 


III raiſe the Caſtle—=why were you fo W 


But ſince it is fo, e. muſt ſuffer— Walter, 
n hoa ! Francis ! 


OszxkRr. 


Peace, I ſay this inſtant. 


Speak not above thy breath. ; ah! this thou 
delt. = ( Pulling out a dagger. 


| WILLIAM. | 
:fend me, n ! 


" 
= > 


* 


Lou 
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You wou'd not kill me, Olbert, wou'd roo 

Your old and faithful William 

ole good Olbert, put up the dagger. * fl 
: OssERT. Ft. ; 27%: 

Not yet Willian—fay—" ' © * 

Know you this Lady whom the crudf Baron” 


Holds here in, cuſtody ! e rt ne, man; 
| . | 


G Uo ogra 
I know her name is Elina, and ne'er 
Beheld fo fair a creature: don't become me 
To pry into the ſecrets of my maſte ; 
But I ſuſpect foul play. 


: OsBerT. 
Suſpect F 
You know it but too well, Yourſelf were privy 
To the damn'd treachery that brought her here, 
Thou'tt kind by nature, and *twas fear alone, 


Fear of that curſed fiend; who'aw'd us all, 
Forc'd thee to do | 


WiLL1An, 


| Indeed * tis true, good Oſbert; 
Indeed I've pity'd the poor helpleſs Lady, 
And wilt'd *twere in my power— 


. — 


OsBERT, 


To FA ſe her, | 
Woufd'ſt thou then William ? 


_ SATs on ds 
Ry What, releaſe her=no, _ "TREND 
2 I'd betray my maſter! NN 
£ | = $27 1 | OssERr. 4 
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IP OsBgrT. „ 
Betray thy maſter, OR” 1 
But I will not blame thee. 1 
Yet think'ſt what thou betray'ſt, humanity, - 
Truth, honour, virtue and benevolence. | 
Ah William ! can'ſt thou pity ſo much goodneſs, 
And yet, when now the means are in thy phwer, 
Refuſe affiftance to the r int angel 
| Thou can ſt not help adlo ing. Ha, th 8 We peu! 4 
Be not acham'd; the tear which triokles dowa  _ * © 
The good man's cheek ſhould not be wip'd awa 
Like vulgar drops. —3ut wilt thou only Say 

No—thou wilt do more. | 


* 


WIII Ä. = | 
You move me ſtrangely, Oſbert. | | 
Alas ! what means have ? , | <4 
b p32 uo 
eee : 2 
What means haſt thou ! Who keeps the Caſtle * 
| keys? | | | 
n _— 
Oh! I dare not, | 1 


I dare not, Oſbert ; ſhould the 8 
Suſpect me, he would doom my wretched body . 
To linger on the rack: or if by flight, vj 
I ſhould eſcape his anger, I muſt ſtarve, -_ = 
| (013:75-% 9 | "i 
Starve! fear not that, good William ; 
PI! find thee out a better, kinder maſter, 


WIILIAM. 
How can I ſerveyou? | 
Pl do't, though death itfelf— 
„ G 8 Osgok NE. 


. 
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Come to my heart ! and now I ſheath my 
dagger. 4 
No force ſhall drive thee, William, to do good, 
We have been faulty, but it was through fear. 
Whilſt we were baſe, we both were cowards, 
William; 
But virtue now directs us. Walk ſecure, 
We cannot fall in ber plain open road. 
. Let us thank Heaven then, William, e 
we ve ſtumbled; 
Feet e'er our ſtrength 50 gone, our better fate : 
Has puſh'd us backward from the dreadful gulph, 
Which 'yawn'd to ſwallow us. Within, there, 


| 2 Richard, 
| 2 wes BenTRAM, 
1 BERTRAM. ; * 
WE What 0 you, brother Arthur ? 
A OsBerT. 


We are all friends. 
Now ſtand we on the very wheel of Fe ; 
Aus every minute leads us on to happineſs, 
Or draws us to deſpair. . William is with us: 
3 You'll find him honeſt. 
. I-:iliam) Go with that Gentleman. 

B Succeſs attend you. Clifford and myſelf 
Will ſtay here in the Caſtle: Should our plot 
Mifcarry, we are enow to fall the victims - 
To Mortimer's fell rage ; -and by ſome ſi ſignal 


1 Muay either haſlen you to ſuccour us 
4 Or warn you to retreat, Fatewel to both. 7; 
"_— © [Exeunt William and Bertram. 


— _ 2 — — ” 
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Enter ELINA * BrarRICs. 


int ̃ ̃ ꝶ—— 


An! canft tow, cruel! 
Deny me, after ſix days — M abſence, 
To ſee my Clifford? Oh, good Beatrice, 

For the laft time, perhaps. Who s there? 
Ha! Oſbert He'll not refuſe me. 

Prythee, gentle . Oſbert, how ulge a wonm in 's 


weakneſs, r. 8 


And conduct me where I may view 
5 „ Oenns. 
Beware We are undone, 
Shou'd any of the ſervants of the Caſtle 
you where you are.—But e'er wepart, pe 
o eaſe my loaded boſom ; Oh, too full 
For words to give it vent. 


| What ſay alt 95 e — 
Os ERTr. 9 
On, let my tears, 1 
Let thoſe inſtruct my Elina, "$5 be 
That Oſbert is—1 hear a ſtep N hel, 
'Tis Mortimer . 


Enter Monte. 
MorTIMER, 


| cannot ſleep, —And doſt thou, fooliſh beart, 5 


Poſt thou then faint, ſo near thy journey's end? 
No, thou ſhalt on, tho? all thy. ſtrings ſhou'd 
| crack. 

How weak, how vain is . why wilt thou 


fancy, - - Why 


mit me 


© . 
1 
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Wp wilt thou conjure up theſe airy phantoms, - 
Which ſhake me like an ague ?—William, hoa! 
; Enter WALTER. 

Where 8 William, Sirrah ? 

Warn. 


Good, my Lord, I know not. 
av leck 5 inſtantly. 


Ws MORTIMER. 


XP tay, "lars while, 

I Anthony arriv'd ? Is he prepar'd, 
With all the holy trumpery of the Chunk 8 
Say, is he come? 2 
WALTER, 


My Lord, he is within. 
Pleaſe ye that I ſhould End kim to you 7 
„eri. 

Abe. — 

No. —Stay, it is no matter. Let me W 

Ves, yes, tis better ſo: ſhe has oft ſeen William: 
Bete des, 1 have remark'd that fellow Mot” {0 
Is of yielding temper. Ha! what's that? 

Didft thau not hear a noiſe? Hark ! it advances, 

Stand backs ſtand back, | Ne retire. 


ue” 


Enter irate. 
CLIFFORD. 


Te can * no longer: tho' an age 

Of happineſs ſhould be the bright reward, 

I couꝰ d' nt now xeſiſt the ſweet temptation 
N leads me on. No, I muſt ſpeak to her. | 


© MORTIMER, n 
erke! [bat - 3 
1 
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| CLIFFORD, +» | 

This is the door, I think.— My 1 my 11 — 

Doſt thou not hear me? Oh! my Elina, | * 

Ariſe ! ariſe ! it is thy Clifford calls the. 

' MORTIMER. Ade. 

Clifford |! confuſion ! devils © | 5 4 

| Enter ELIdA. ©. <LI 
ELINA. 

Who's there? my Clifford ? Oh | my faithful | 


Clifford !,. 
Why wou'd you venture? 
” CLIFFORD. | 

Do not feir; my lee 22 Wy. 
All's huſh'd. as death. The unſiſpeAing winks: | 
Securely fleeps, and dreams upon to-morrow. 
He little thinks what danger now ſurrounds him; 

T hat the right hand of his avenging Deity | 
Is rais'd to ſtrike him. 


| MORTIMER, 
Here, Walter, William, Edmund! (Enter Ser. 
vunts) ſeize the traitor 3 | 
Drag bim to inſtant death. 
XE ELINA, 
Oh! hai hear me | 
He never injur'd you. Spare, wy. his life. 
I will be your's. | 
MORTIMER, | * 


Vou will be mige, indeed; *tis kind in vou, 15 E 
New to comply. Noro the avenging Dejry TG. 
Raiſes his hand toftrike me. Now no! 


TJou're in my power: the gallant Clifford +0 * 1 
Has freed you from my dom, A * 
11 Fe. | ie 
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| Re merciful, and kill me, of Je 
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He ſhan't die yet; no, he ſhall live to ſee _ 

The unſuſpecting tyrant, he who ſleeps, © ___ - 

And dreams upon to-morrow, now, this moment, 

Married to his dear conſtant Elina. 

Drag forth the other ſlaves: (Enter Oftert, 
guarded.) bring the prieft here: 


, Were let him join us. E Oe. 1 
' {BagrRAn and Soldiers burft in bebind. a) 
BERTRAM. 


dl break b 17 
Unhand your pris' ners. 8 
_ MORTIMER, * 
Hal betray'd! How, am 1 fallen, . | 
OSBER Ts £2.56 | . 

To fink thee lower, 4 
Know, tyrant, that the hand which weighs thee . 

down 
Is AUBERVILLE'S, 

MORTIMER, 
Dagidation Reginald! 
ö ELI X. | 
a Reginald my brother ! heavens | + 
MORTIMER. 

© DiftraQion Oh ! let me pluck my heart outs 

Ne'er, till now 
Did I deſpair, Even malice now forſakes me. 
Oh! I did hope fool that 1 was to ſpare thee), . 
That thou at leaſt wou df have felt all my ven- 

geance. 25 * | 
But if thy foul is nodle. boy, revenge thee ; F 
- Infult me not with words; be merciful, 


2 068827, 
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| e, 
* os bear. th... 
2 iter. 
I will not tarniſh this day” 8 bed hon 
| "3 any drop of blood. Live, and repent thee. 


hen I was in thy power, thou ſparedſt my life ; ; 
os then, | in return. 


> N " MORTIMER, 


Raſh, "fooliſh youth, _ 
Thou weak young man, will no experjence teach 
thee 
I ſpared thy life; behold the conſequence. * 
Oh! had I cruſh'd thee, all this damned miſchief 
Had been prevented. When thou wert an infant, 
I ſtole thee from thy father's, brought thee here, 
And bred thee up a flave. I cou'dn' t kill wad, 
It was the only weakneſs I c'er felt; | 
And I'm ſeverely pu niſh'd. Boy, be wiſe; 
Seize on this glorious opportunity, 
To rid thee of a foe, whom nought but death 
Can render tranquil. 
[ Exgunt Mortimer and al. 
CLIFFORD, 


Oh! Auberville. 2 4 


My friend, my brother; now, my deareſt Elina, 
Aft thou then mine at laſt ? a 


ELINA. 


* 3 


8 
5 $ 


| BERTRAM 5 ; 
| G88. Auberville, | | 
What is your name, Sir? If a ſoldier s friendſhip, 
An; honeſt one tho' I am bold ſay ſo, 2 
Is worth your taking 3 accept of mine, . 


For <a, Clifford. *.. | 3 


* ae I — 2 
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AUBERVILLE, 52 * 4 


Now all are bleſt, 7 
Save him who caus'ꝗ our miſery, My friends, 
We will not think En vengeance; let us leavs him 
To. his own mind, to diſappointed malice 8 8 
That will inflict a far ſeverer torture . 
Than man can uſe to man: revenge is ſweet 
To little minds alone. The noble ſoul 
$2 Pities the fallen foe, and finds a ſource | 
Of r Plesfare in a hrave een. 


iner. 


Lin C abe ſhake his ſporti ve wings, 
While round the loves and graces fly; 
Apolio touch the trembling ſtrings, 5 

| 8 And Hy men lift bis torch on high. * 


6 * 
7 
— 
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Our fears are gone, the tempeſt paſt; 
Here adverſe winds no more annoy : 

Our vellel, fafcly.moor'd at laſt, 

Caſts anchor in the port of joy. 
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